
w^^^ 







* 

i 




© 







T 





T 







? 



&c 







AND 
















9 



£?£ 



<3> 



ADAPTED FROM Dr. WATTS, AND SET TO MUSIC* 



- 1* 



By 




AMUE L H OLYO K E 3 A 



M 



PERFORMED AT NEIVBURVPORT, 2d JANUARY, 18001 





AY 



izens unitedly r.x 




their unbounded venera 



ticm for the 



MEMORY OF OUR 





V 





W A 



*.* 



H< 








G 



rf^ 







Cupp Eigljt Centre** 



* 



Exit eh, Printed by H. Ranlet 


















a-: 




^vf^^/^% 

%^'^H 





^^K^^} 
t^W 




<*^?N 



i. 



>^v4^ 




it 





f^^j^k^ 








i rf7P ^\ ¥>Z$ 






/ 






<? 



Hark ! From the Tombs 
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This 
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